hones Labours lojl. 
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Proud with bis forme,in his tie pride exprefled. \ 

-Its tongue all impatienrto fpcake and not fee, 

Did fturriblc with hafte in his eie-fight to be. 

All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 

To fecleonely looking on faireft offairc: 

Me thought all his fences were loekt in his eye, 

As Icwcls in Chriftall for fome Prince to buy. (glart. 
Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 

H j s faces owne margent did coatc fuch amazes. 

That all eyes favv his eies inchantcd with gazes. 

He giue you Aquitaine all that is his. 

And you giue him for my fake,but one louingKilfe. 

Trin « Come to our Pauillion, Hoyet is difpoide. 
Rro.But to fpcak that in words,which his cie hath dif- 
I onelie hauc made a mouth of his cie, ( clos’d. 

By adding a tongue,whirh I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro.Thou art an old Louc-monger,and fpeakeft 
skilfully. 

Lad.Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather,and lcarnes news 
ofhim. 

Lad. 2 . Then was Verna like her mother, forherfa- 
therisbut grim. 

Boy . Do you heare my mad wenches ? 

La. 1 , No. 

Boy . What then,doyou fee? 

Lad. 2 . I, out way to be gone. 

Boy. You arc too hard for me. Exeunt omnes. 


ABus To tins. 


Enter Broggart and Boy. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble childe,make paflionate my fenfc ofhea- 
ring. 

Boy- Concolinel. 

'Brag. Svvecte Ayer, goeendernefle of yeares: take 
this Key, giue enlargement to the l'waine, bring him fc- 
ftinatly hither: I mull imploy him in a letter to my 
Loue. 

Boy. Will you win your loue with a French braule? 

Bra. How roeaneft thou,brauling in French ? 

Boy . No my compleat mailer, but to Iigge off a tune 
at the tongues end, canarie to it with the feete, humour 
it with turning vp your cie: ligh a note and ling a note, 
l’ometime through the throate: if you fwallowed loue 
with finging, louefometime through: nofe as if you 
fnuft vp loue by fmelling loue with your hat penthoufe- 
like ore thcJbop of your eies, with your armes croft on 
yourthinbellie doublet, like a Rabbet on afpit,oryour 
haijds in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepenot coo long in one nine,but a fnip and away: 
thefe are complements, thefe ace humours, thefe betraie 
nice wenches that would be betraied without thefe, and 
make them men. of note: do you note men that moft are 
affe&ed to thefe? 

Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ? 

Boy. Bymypenneofobfcruation. 

Brag. But 0,butO, \? \ i 

Boy. The Hobbic-horfe is forgot, 

. Bra. Cal'ft thou my loue Hobbi-horfe. 

Boy. NaMafter.theHobbie-horfcis buta Colt, and 
andyourLouepcrhaps^aHadkrtie-: : 

i _ .... . .. _... - --- — 


But hauc you forgot your Loue? 

Brag. Almoftlhad. 

Boy. N egligent ftudcnt,learne her by heart. 

B rag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Matter: all thofe three I w’n I 
prouc. Wl 

Brag. What wilt thou proue ? 

• Boy. A man,ifl liue(and chis)by,in,and without,y N 
on the inftant: by heart you loue her,becaufe your heart 
cannot come by her: in heart you loue her,becaufey 0lJ 
heart is in loue with her : and out of heart you loue her I 
being out of heart that you cannot cnioy her. * 

'Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy . And three times as much more,and yet nothin. I 
at all. ® I 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muft carrie inee a 

letter. 

Boy. A nieflage well fimpathis’d, aHorfetobeem. 
bafladour for an Aflc. 

Brag. Ha,ha,What faieft thou ? 

Boy .Marrie fir,you muft fend the Afle vpon theHotfe 
for he is verie flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fhort,away. 

Boy. As fwift as Lead fir/ 

Brag. Thy meaning prettie ingenious, is not Lead a 

mettall heauie,dul!,and flow ? 

Boy. Minmme lioncft Mafter.or rather Matter no, I 

Brad. I fay Lead is flow. 

Boy. You arc too l’wift fir to fay fo. 

Is that Lead flow which is fir’d from a Gunnc? 

'Brag. SweetefmokeoiRhetorike, 

He reputes me a Cannon,and the Bullet that’s he: 

I flioote thee at the Swaine. 

Boy. Thump then,and I flee. 

Bra. A moft acute iuuenall,voluble and free ofgrace, 

By thy iauour fwcet Welkin,I muft figh in thy face. [ 

Moft rude melancholic,Valour giues thee place. 

My Herald is return’d. 

Enter Page and Clowne, 

Pag. A wonder Matter,here’s a Cofiard broken in a | 
flam. 

Ar. Some enigma, fome riddle, come, thy Lerny 

be S in * . I 

Clo. No egma,no riddle.no lenuoy y no ialue, in thee I 
malefir. Orfir ; Plantan, aplaincPlantan : noj I 
lenuoy,no Salue fir.but a Planran. 

Ar. By verrue thou inforceft laughter, thy fillie 
thought.my fpleene,the heauing of my lunges proupko 
me to rediculous fmyling: O pardon me my ftars, doth 
the inconfiderate take falue for lenttoy , and the word/fli- 
hoj for a falue? 

Pag. Doc the wife thinke them other, is not lenuoy 1 
falue > (plaine, 

Ar. No Page, it is an epilogue or difeourfe to make 
Some obfeure precedence that hath tofore bin faine. \ 

No w will 1 begin your morrall, and do you follow with 
my lenuoy. 

The Foxe.the Ape,and the Humble-Bee, 

Were ftill at oddes,being but three. 

Arm. Vntill the Goofe came out ofdoore. 

Staying the oddes by adding faurc. 

Pag. A good Lenuoy, ending ip the Goofe: would y<W 
defire more? , 

Clo. The Boy hath fold him a bargainee Goofy™ 1 s 


ALoues Labour s lojl. 


™-c 

1 Jr. Come hither,come hither : 

flow t h 3 t a Cofiard was broken in a fliin. 

ru rariic V° ur argument in i 

HZ the Boycs fat Lenuoy, the Goofe that you bought, 
1 ended the market. 

But tell me: How was there a Cojhted brokenjn 

1 1 will tell you fencibly. 

film Tho u haft no tecling of it Moth, 

t will fp.eake that Lenuoy. 
forerunning out,that was lafely within, 

Mi oner the threfhold,and broke my fhin. 

^ Arm. We will talkc no more of this matter 
Clow. Till there be more matter in the fhin. 

Arm. Sirra^»/?<*rd,I willinfranchife thee. 

Clow. 0, marrie me to one Francis, l fmell fome Len- 
twf, fomeGoole in this. 

Am. By my fweetc foule.I meane.fctting thee at h- 
bertie. Enfrcedoming thy perfon: thou wertemured, 

reftrained,captiuatcd;bound. 

Clow. True,truc,and now you will be my purgation, 
and letmeloofe. 

Arm. I giue thee thy libertie, fet thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof, impofeon thee nothing but this: 
Bcare this fignificant to the countrcy Maidc laejttenetta : 
there is remuneration,for the beft ward of mine honours 
isrewardingmy dependants. Moth, follow. 

Pag. Like the fequcll I. 

Signcur Cofiard adew. Exit. 

Clow. My fwccte ounce of mans flefh, my in-conie 
Jew: Now will I looke to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that's the Latineword for three-far¬ 
things: Three-farthings remuration, What’s the price 
ofthisyncle?iAno,lle giue you aremuncration : Why? 
It carries it remuneration : Why?Jt is a fairer name then 
a French-Crownc. I will ncuer buy and fell out of this 
word. ' 

Enter Btrowne. 

Btr ,O my good knaueCoy? 4 r<d,cxceedingly well met. 
flow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Ber . \Vhat is a remuneration ? 

Coff. Marrie fir,halfc pennie farthing. 

Ber. O, Why then threefarthings wo rth ofSillc. 
Cofi, I thanke your vvorfhip,God be wy you, 

Ber. O ftay flaue.I muft employ thee: 
thou wilt win my fauour,good my knaue, 

Doe one thing for me that I fhall intreate. 

Clow. When would you haueit done fir ? 

Ber. O this after-noone. 

Clo. Well,I will doc it fir: Fare you well. 

Ber, O thou knoweft not what it is. 

Clo. I lhall know fir,when I haue done it. 

Ber. Why villaine thou muft know firft. 

Clo. I wil come to your worfhip to morrow morning. 
Ber, It muft be done this.after-noone. 
Harke{lauc,itisbut this: 

The Princeffe comes to hunt here in the Parke, 
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And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie: 

When tongues fpcak fwectly.then they name her name, 
And Rofaline they call her,aske for her: 

And to her white hand fee thou do commend 
This feal’d-vp counfaile. Ther’s thy guerdon: goe. 

Cl°. Gardon.O fweete gardon, better then remune¬ 
ration, a leucnpence-farthmg better: moft fweete gar» 
don. I will doe it fir in print: gardon, remuneration. 

Exit. 

Ber. O, and I forfooth in loue, 

I that haue beene loues whip f 
A verie Beadle to a humerous figh : A Criticke 
Nay,a night-watch Conftable. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 

7 hen whom no mortall fo magnificent. 

This wimpled,whyning,purblinde wai ward Boy, 

This fignior/#«<W gyant drawfe,don Cupid\ 

Regent of Loue-rimes,Lord of folded armes, 

7 h’a-inointcd foueraigneoffighes and groanes: 

Licdge ot all loyterers and malccontents : 

Dread Prince ofPlaccats.King of Codpccccs. 

Sole Empcr3tor and great generall 
Of trotting Parrarors (O my little heart.) 

And I to be a Corporall of his field. 

And wearc his colours like a Tumblers hoope. 

What ? I loue, I fue,I fcckea wife, 

A woman that is like a Germane Cloake, 

Still a repairing: cuer out of frame, 

And ncuer going a righf,bcing a Watch: 

But being watcht.that it may ftill goe right. 

Nay,to be periurde,which is worft of all: 

And among thrcc,to loue the worft of all, 

A wbitly wanton, with a veluet brow. 

With two pitch bals ftuckc in her face for eyes. 

J,and by heaucn.one that will doe the deede, 

Though Argus were her Eunuch and her garde. 

And 1 to figh for her,to watch for her. 

To pray torher.go to: it is a plague 
That flupt'd will icnpofe for tny neglect, 

Of his almighty drcadfull little might. 

\\ cll,I will loue.wiitejfigh.prayjfliuejgrQnc, 

Some men muft loue my Lady,and fome lone. 


<lABus Ouartus. 


Enter the Prince fie,a Forrefier, her Ladies, and 
her Lords. 

Sfit. Was that the King that fpurd his horfe fo hard, 
Againft rhe ftcepe vprifing of the hill ? 

Boy. I know noc,but 1 thinke it was not he. 

Who ere a was,afhew’d a mounting mindc: 
Well Lords, to day we fhall haue our difpatch, 

On Saterday we will returnc to France. 

Then Forrefier tny friend,Where is the Bufli 
That we muft ftand and play themurthercr in ? 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice, 

A Stand where you may make the faireft Ihoote. 

$u. I thanke my beautie,I am fairc that fhoote. 
And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faireft fhoote. 

For. Pardon me Madam,for I meant not fo. 
filu. What,what?Firft praife me,8t then again fay no. 
O flbore liu’d pride. Not faire ? alacke for woe. 

For. Yes 

















































































